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NOX'S wvisit to Charing Cross on
that particular evening was al-|
most casual He had found him-

self in the vicinity at about 945 and
had remembered suddenly that Percival
was expected on leave from Paris eith-
er that evening or the following morn-
ing. He reached the platform just as
the train arrived, and, having satisfied
himself that Percival was not among
the passengers, was on the point of de-
parting when his attention was attract-
ed by-a man who was obviously suffer-
ing from some sort of illness. The per-
son in question was voung, well dressed,
evidently a foreigmer. His face was
ghastly pale, and although the night
was cold there were drops of perspira-
tion upon his forchead. His teeth were
clenched as though he were making a
fierce effort to retain consciousness.
Knox stepped over to his side.

“T'm afraid you're rather ill.” he said.
*Take my arm, if you like, and I'Tl help
you into a taxi". | |

The man looked at him swiftly
Knox's appearance, however, once more
stood him in good stead. The man al-

. most clatched at his arm.

"You are very good,” he muttered.
*Get me a taxicab, if you can, and tell|
the driver to take me to the nearest hos- |
pital. And there is something else |
Iisten! There is something else”

*Wait till you are sitting down in
the taxi” Knox suggested soothingly.
*Sure you wouldn't like a drop of
brandy first?” |

The young man shuddered, “It was
the brandy—they gave me in the smok-
ing-room that did it. Listen! 17 Berke-
levy Square—you heard that—Miss de
Hagon. You go there for me. You tell
ber what you have seen—where | am.
You promise?”

“With pleasure!” Knox replied cheer-
fully. “Here's a taxii I'll take you
across the way to the Channg Cross
Hospital.”

He opened the door and almost lifted
his companion into the wehicle. Then,
before following himself, he turned
sharply around. He was conscious that
twosmen had been almost treading npon
their heels down the platform. The face
of one was familiar, although for a mo- |
ment it puzzled Knox. He gave the
driver the address and, stepping n.
seated himeelf by the side of the voong
man, who secmed already half-uncon-
scious.

“It is very kind of you," the latter
murmured in French. “Tell them I
have plenty of money. 1 can pay for a
private And remember, Miss!
de Hagon, 17 Berkeley Square.” |

Knox took his charge to the hospital |
and waited for a report. The young |
man, he was told presently, seemed toj
be suffering from a sort of ptomaine|
posioning |

Knox stepped back into the tax:rab{
17 Berkeley Square.
open almost as he
touched the bell, and a butler in quiet
livery

room.

and drove t
The door flew
received

de Hagon is not recerving to-

his inquiry.

night, he announced doubtfully.
“1 have a special message for her”
“The matter is really
am to Miss de
Hagon, but my name is Knox.”

The butler accepted his card, and,
the small

Enox explained.

urgent 1 unknown

door of
room, ushered the wisitor in
stood by the fire. looking around him
with some curiosity. Suddenly the door
opened.  Without . announcement, 2|
yvoung woman had r:.lcppvcd i and was |
locking him inquiringly. She was un- |
u iy shim and not very tall. She wore
a gray dress of verv soft and
very thin material, which fastened at
the throat with a brooch which con-
tained one pearl of enormous size. She
had the bluest eyes he had ever seen.
Her hair was unfashionably arranged in
2 manner strange to him. She wore a
fringe upon her forehead and long ear-
rings. His first impressions of her were
that she was clever, eccentric, fascinat-

opening a

Knox |

&

Lome

ing.
“You are Miss de Hagon?” Knox
asked.
“1 am,” she amswered. “I am told

that vou wish to speak to me urgently.”

Knox rapidly explained his errand.
Her expression became entirely inscrut-
able. Before he had finithed, her finger
was upon the bell.

“I am exceedingly obliged 0o you—
Mr. Knox,” “I will go to my
friend at once.”

The butler was standing in the door-
way. “Send Annette with my cloak”
she ordered quickly, “and whistle for a
taxicab. Good evening, Mr. Knox,” she
added. with a little nod of dismissal.

Knox bowed low and passed out imto
the street.

“An interesting little episode,” he
thought as he strolled toward Pall Mall
“But—] wish I could remember that
man's face!”

The hall porter handed him a tele-
ram immediately he entered his club.
It was from Sir

she said.

4
He tore 1t open.

i(“mor;c Hanover, a distant connection '

| 2k
after eating a sandwich and talong. . a

| veil, he recognized her at once. She

|other side, although he made frequent
sitting- | .

we are natural allies
another.”

for the secret service of France
was a little duel
tainly seem to have been in my favor.
I had experience, and [ held the strong-
er position.
mit that T lnst,
donable
ponent.

strolled
not, indeed, until the late afternnon, on
their way back to the house, thar they
came together again.
left
lunch, owing to a drizzling rain.
Brinault; who had been shooting magni-
ficently and had seemed in the highest
of spirits, was now depressed and silent. |

homn
the house.

of his: |
“Beg you join house party here to- |
morrow. Shooting woods. Motor down
early, if possible Two guns short
Rely on you. Hanover." |

“Phone through on long distance to
Corpusty, Harwood,” Knox directed. his
man. “Tell Sir George Hanover that
Mr. Knox is delighted to accept.”

Knox arose at 6 o'clock the next |
morning, and, after a three hours’ jour- | §
ney, arrived at his destination just as
his host was engaged in arranging the
field for the first shoot. He advanced M
to greet his early visitor with much sat-|
isfaction.

“Now this is what I call really sport- | elderly man—stout, and with a2 short,
ing of you, Algy! 1 only hope you'll get | iron-gray beard. A little exclamation
good sport” broke from De Brinault's lips.

Knox detained his host as he was in;  “Already?" he muttered.
the act of hurrving off. “Can vou tell!  “Who is that?" Knox asked.
me the name of my right-hand neigh-  “His excellency, Prince Melinoff,” De
bor, Sir George?" he asked. Brinault answered bitterly.

Sir George Hanover looked down the  “The Russian ambassador?”
avenue to where, a dozen yards or so De Brinault nodded. “The man with
away, a tall, slim man was standing— ' the. greatest brain in Europe and one
dark, good looking in a way, but with weakness—Adele de Hagon. He fol-
a somewhat peculiar cast of counte- lows her as 'a moth does the candle,
nance. even here-at a . country. house m the

“The Marquis de Brimault," he re- middlg/of November, while the lights
plied.
A devilish good $hot, they tell me.”

Sir George bustled off, and Knox,|

drink from his flask, fell to stirring the
pools of his memory. It was not until
the drive was over, however, that he
suddenly remembered

They went off to their places. The
drive was a long one, and Knox shot
badly. All the time his brain was at
work. He recognired De Brimault as
a French spy. He was staying here in
Sir George Hanover's house, staying
here with a purpose.  Why?

Knox was introduced at luncheon
time to the other members of the house
party at Corpusty, some of whom he
had not yet met, as he had only called
at the house in passing. There were
five men, including De Brinault, all of
whom* he knew, and only two women.
One was his hostess, Lady Hanover,
fat, fifty, and frivolous. The other was
Miss de Hagon. Notwithstanding her
altered attire, her trim, tailor-made
gogn, her smart little toque and heavy

shook hands without the slightest sign
of ever having seen him before. Knox
sat down to lunch more puzrled than
ever. He was on the outskirts of a
mystery in which were linked together
De Brinault, the sick man at Charing
Cross, and Miss de Hagon.

They lunched in a great harn attached
tn an old-fashioned farmhouse. Knox
ound himself placed next Miss de
Hagon and did his best to make himself
agreeable. He found her personally
=ven more attractive than he had imag-
ined. Her pale, oval face, her wonder.
ful blue eves, her masses of brown hair,

and her quaintly combed little fringe
rave her a piquant originality which he
found entirely charming. She spoke

with a slightly foreign accent, save for
which he would have judged her to be
She treated Knox

De Brinault,

an Amercan, with

especial favor on her

vances, was almost peglected

‘An affair of a challenge, without a
doubt,” the latter remarked, a lintle ir-
ritably, as the two men walked out to-
gether. “Do you know that vou have
monopolized Miss de Hagon disgrace-
fully #

“Think s0?" Knox asked.

“My friend,” De Brinault replied. “1
come to a decision, You are
here on account of Miss de Hagon. So
am I. Let us join forces. This time
We can help one

have

rumors.”
“Any truth in them, do you think?”
Knox questioned.

“It 15 perhaps excusable,” Knox re- “Ask Melinoff,” De Brinault re-
marked drily, “if the suggestion re- plied. It is he who can make or avert|
minds me somewhat unfortunately of war”
certain  circumstances connected with  “Wish [ understood more about poli-
our last meetipg.” tics,” Knox sighed.

*Rubbish!” De Brihault exclaimed.! De Brinault looked at him long and
“To a man of common sense, all it|searchingly through the gathering
clear. On our last meeting you stood: gloom. “My young friend of the in-
for the secret service of Fngland and | genuous countenance.” he said. "come

There
The odds would cer-

to my room when you have had vour
bath, or as soon as you have changed,

and I will give you a little lesson™

At 7 Knox presented himself at
De Brinault’s room and was admitted
by his valet, who instantly withdrew.
{De Brinault, already dressed, welcomed
his guest with g little wave of the hand
and poured the contents of a cocktail
shaker into two wine glasses.

“Mr. Knox,” he said,
56¢ YOu.

Nevertheless 1 lost. [ ad- 15
I made the one unpar-
mistake—] underrated op-
I am not'likely to repeat it™

whistle sounded, and they

apart to their places, It was

my

The

“I am glad to
Will you drink with me to our
better acquaintance 3"

Knox®” took the wine glass with a lit-
tle bow. He gared at the amber liquid
' meditatively.

“There is nothing, I presume—" he
Suddenly they heard the sound of a|began, with some hesitation.

A car passed by on its way to| De Brinault changed glasses with him®
Its single occupant was an'and promptly drained the contents. "I

The women had
after
Dei

them almost immediately

N

N
N

“He's Emmie’s cousin, you know. are Haring in Downing street by night

do not blame you,” he said, “but re-!

member this: We were on opposite
sides last time we met. Tonight we are
allies,”

“Are we?"

"We are allies so far as this,” De
Brinault continued.
perhaps tonmight, perhaps tomorrow—
they are hatching treasom, these two,
treason against my country and yours,

treason against the balance of power

which alone keeps Europe at peace.”
“By ‘these two,” Knox murmured,
“you meani”
“Adele de Hagon and the Russian,

-
and day, and Pall Mall is alive with war ) You know, like every one else, that it| Charing Cross Hospital
|1s the question of Russia which makes |

the balance of power in Europe. If|
and  Aupstria, with Iraly, |
could rely upon the neutrality of Rus-
sia, what have they to fear from France
and England? Nothing! Now I will
tell you a thing which is known to but
four men in Europe, including the Pres- |
ident of France and your own prime/
minister. An Austrian envoy left Vien-
na for London thirty-six hours ago on
a secret Not for St. Peters-
burg, mind you. We could deal with
him there readily enough. Besides, his
errand would be fruitless. Russia does
nothing without Prince Melinoff's sanc-
tion. Melinoff is the brains of Russia.
What he says is law. When the danger
signals are hoisted, it isn't to St. Peters-
burg we look. It is around Melinofi,
wherever he may be. Austria wants
Servia. Germany desires the homili
tion of Great Britain and to check the
growing strength of France. Russia
can help her to both—at a price.”

“And the price®

“Constantinople! Now, my voung
friend, you know more than the man
in the street, more than the well-in-
formed diplomatist. You are Within the
inner councils. If I thought that I had
made a2 mistake, it would he the end of
yvour carcer. But | have made no mis-
take.”

Germany

mission.

“Under this.roof— |

"Go on" Knox begged impressively.
“The man whom you helped into a
taxicab at Charing Cross was Count
| Etzfeld, the Austrian envoy of whom

1 have spoken. The doctors at the
hospital called it, 1 believe, ptomaine
poisoning What does it matter? He

lies between life and death, but suffi-
ciently near life, worse luck, to have
passed on his mission to Adele de
Hagon.”

“My fault, I am afraid." Knox sighed.

“Your fault, indeed, but your unwitting
fault. Certainly, if you had not been
there Etzfeld would never have reached

She held out ome hand imploringly toward him.

For many
years Adele de Hagon ha: had connec-
tions with the secret service of Austria.
She lives in London, hut she hates Eng-
land. She is, perhaps. so far as per-
sonal feeling concerned, the most
dangerouns enemy your country has. She

1s

1is, too, the dear friend, the adviser, the

mspiration of Melinoff. She has with-
drawn hersclf down here only to bring

him to her feet. She is here to win
him over to the side of Austria. 1f she
succeeds, then, my friend, the clouds

are gathering fast over our heads™
“Agam,” Knox interrupted, “1 must

ask—what can
De Brinault threw awav his cigarette

and Iit another. "I had a scheme, my

we do®"

friend,” he declared, “a scheme ar-
ranged to perfection. It was a chef
d'oeuvre. It has cost me sleepless
nights, It has broken down,” he added,
with a faint twirl of his mustache,
‘broken down in 2 manner most inex-
plicable Listen.  Melinoff, like all
great men, has his weakness. He is
fiercely, incurably jealous. My scheme

had for its very basis this weakness of
his. It is destroyed by a woman's
caprice, or clse her subtlety. Who can
tell which? Yet the fact remains. You
vourseli were a witness of what passed
at luncheon time. Adele de Hagon has
taken, for some unaccountable reason,

=0

Wi

_—%'/

a wviolent dislike to me. That is whu'e.!-
my scheme fails before it is begun. Fori
its success, it was absolutely necessary |
that she should treat me before people
with at any rate a little more than
civility. She treats me instead with a
great deal less. That, my friend Al-
gernon Knox, is where you come "

Knox sipped his cocktail thoughtfully.
“Do!" he murmured.

“Adele, for some reason or other, re-|
gards you with favor. Perhaps she is|
suspicious of me. Who can tell? She
regards you with favor, and, like all
women, she loves to play with fire. That
is to say, up to a mild point she loves
to make Melinoff jealous. She will con-
tinue, thereiore, if you are attemtive,
if you play the part I design for you,
to show you favor. Very good! That'
is all that is necessary. You play my
part, and my scheme gofs on.”

“Unless,” Knox remarked, “there is a
little more in your scheme than a mere

attempt to create jealousy hetween a
shrewd, far-seeing man like Melinoff
and a clever, calculating young woman
|like Adele de Hagon | am very much
afraid you will find it inadequate.”

“There is more in it.” De Brinault
said quietlv. “The question is, are you
with me in this?”
| *I am,” Knox replied steadfastly.

The roll of “the gong reverberated
through the house. De Brinault's valet
knocked at the inner door,

“After dinner tonmight,” De Brinanlt
whispered, “stroll out of the room wi
me. Every one leaves the table togeth-
er, and there i3 music in the hall, where

coffee and liqueurs are served. At din-
ner time you are to take in Miss de
Hagon. Remember your role. She is

clever.” )
“T will remember,” Knox promised.

Knox, a few minutes afterward, by
his hostess’ instructions, carried Adele
de Hagon away from Mehnoff's side

“For once in my life.” he murmured,
*T am glad that | am pot an ambassa-
dor '™

"You would have found your host-
ess,” she laughed, “a most entertaining
woman.”

Knox lowered his voice a little. He
was certainly acting his part very well
Now that he was seated by Miss de
Hagon's side, he found his tongue read-
ily enough. From the passing of the
hors d'oeuvers to the coming of the ices,
he made love respectiully but ardently
in the light parlance of the day, and his
companion accepted his homage with a
langhing tolerance, accompanied now
and then by a flash of the eyes or a
softer word, From the other side of
the table. Melinoff occasionally glow-
ered at them. Adele de Hagon affected
to disregard his ill humor.

“l wonder why,”" Knox remarked
once, “that stout old gentleman oppo-
site seems trying to transgox me.”

“If he only heard,” she continued mis-
chievously, "half of what you have been
saving to me!"”

“I'll raise my voice, if you like.”

She flashed a warning glance at him
“If you want to be friends with me”
she advized, “please be careiul.”

“May 1 come and ralk with vou in the
hall, piease? Knox begged

She shook her head reluctantly.
There was, nevertheless. a provocative
gleam in her eves. “Perhaps—a little
later,” she murmured, as she rose to her

feet. “Don't come out with me now, 1
know that Prince Melinoff wants to
speak to me.”

J Some folding doors were thrown

| open, and the company of guests strolled

| baleony

De Brinault came up. and a moment
or two later he and Knox strolled to-
ward the billiard room. On the way,
| Knox stopped short. Just behind the
musicians a woman was leaning over.
gazing intently down upon the little
lrm‘npan_\.

out nto the great hall, where tables
were set for coffee and a small com-
pany of musiclans plaved softly in a
|

“What 15 #t?" De Brinault demanded

Knox motioned with his head, but
the woman, as though conscious of his
ohservatinn, had flitted awav. “Adele
de Hagon—up there!” Knox exclaimed
“I saw her distinctly behind the vinhn-
ist. And gnly a second ago she was
talking 10 old Melinoff! What the mis-
chief is she doing up there?”

“l can’t see any one at all except the

musicians,” De Brinault declared

“T tell vou that she vanished almost
as I was looking at her, and—gnod
heavens—she's down there h Melin-
off again! Is the place enchanted, or s
there a secret stairway *"

De Brinault shrugged his <houlders
“The lady has bewitched you, dear
friend. Come with me now. At din-

ner time, let me tell vou, vou were mag-
nificent. | watched the old bear bristle
all over. Our hostess—did you know
that she was my cousin—is on our side
Everything is arranged. Now listen”

At 12 o'clock precisely Knox turned
the handle of a snting-room door npon
the second floor, and, clocsing the door
hehind him quickly, stood for a moment
upon the threshold, listening intently.
The room was lit onlv by the flames of
the wood fire and by a single heavily-

d lamp .

re
“Adele.
softly,
A slim

shadéd

he whispered

) feminine figure rose slowly
from the ‘5. The sequins glittered
irom her 1 and white dress as she
rose to her feet. She pushed back her
irmnge a bitle with one hand.

“But this 15 so rash of you!” she fal-
tered. "] did not mean it. Indeed, I
never meant you to come. Youn muost

have known that."

He crossed the room swiitly to where
she was standing, fell on one knee and
seized her hands. “BHut, Adele,” he pro-
tested, “I can't help it. All this evening
vorr have been torturing me—torturing
me—iorturing me because von smiled
and whispered with that Russian pig!”

The door leading into the bedroom

behind, which had been half open at
his entrance, creaked a little. Neither
of them seemed to notice it

“Why are you jealous of him. you

stupid person®™ she murmared. “He is
n!r.i. enough to be my father.”
And ugly enough for Caliban™

nox asserted. “And yet, you see how
foolish T am! He speaks with an zir
of proprietorship. It maddens me ™

“Absurd!™ she laughed. “Why, it is
scarcely twenty-fous, hours since we
met

_“But all my life worth living |
side that twenty-four hours!” K
sisted,

He yose to his feet
around her waist
to him.

“There is no one of whom you need

be jealous,” she assured him softly.
“As for that old man, T will let you into
a secret. There is a plot just mow to
catch him trippiog. - He has been so
hard on others, so brutal all his life. He
believes that I bear a message for him
from Aust—from a country | will not
mention.  You know nothing ahont poli-
tics, Algernon, but Melinof thinks him-
self a heaven-sent diplomat. We are
tusy teaching him that it is possible even
for the cleverest to make a slip. In less
than a fortnight’s time, he will be in
such disgrace with his country that the
chances are he will be recalled But
did you come here” she added, drop-
ping her voice, "o talk politics with
me "
_ His arms were armund her, her head
fell 3 BLintle back. Suddenly the inner
door was thrown open. They sprang
part Prince Mehnoff stood there,
Inoking at them. His face was white
wrth anger, his voice shoolk. After that
first moment’s stare of horror Adele
covered her face with her hands

‘So I have to thank an honest serving
woman for my escape, have 13" he ex-
laimed. “You i

He hroke into Russian, speaking rap-
dly and with fierce diction. Adele
sank on to her knees, She held out one
hand imploringly toward him.

ies in-
x in-

His arm was
He drew her closer

He
spurned her contempinously. Finally
departed. They were left alone. &
rose to her feer slowly and pointed ro
the door. “Go,” she whispered.

She

Lady Hanover was almost had tem-
pered as she withed Knox and De Bri-
r.:‘-:‘.: g-.'r:f‘.’-F»-' on the following moming.

'l really don't know whether to apal-
ogize 10 yvou or to wold vou b " she
declared with a glance at the tman
who was stand at dis
tance. “Twen ur
house party promi to be a complete
success. Now everything zeems to ha
gone wrong. Do von know 1!
o'clock Frince Mehinoff
motor car and drove
with scarcely a word expl
Miss de Hagon's maid has just come
down to say that her mistress has 2
headache and will not be down umtil
luncheon ume  Something has hap-
pened.”

De Brinault raised his cousin's hand
to his lips. "“Dear Emmie™
carnestly, “something

T'.
a discreet
hours ago,

up

he afhirmed

eed has

hap-
pened which you do not understand. bue
nevertheless, for all our sakes, do not
regret it. You have oheved a fe

w s1m-

ple requests and
nigh

r
De Brinault and Knox drov
station, talking most of i t
excitedly, On the platform thes were

omed by a young lady in a long gray
traveling coat and a very smart French

hat. Knpox looked at her in amazement
‘ Upon my word. he  exclaimed
yreathle hezst

far as
vas ab te.
For the resi
regretiully
whether | am really
Adele de Hagon
the Comedie
r-}l
fringe,
e

She

sighed
c

v the

shrugred her shoulders
mansieur, | famous thr

r., 1 am

world! 1 1] but t
Hagon from the balcony bhehind the mu-
“ctans for ten minutes and the thing

'

was done.”
“What [ cannot quite
Knox remarked, “is where wae Miss de
fagon from 12 till half past?”
“Impressed into a rubber of bridge

by her hostess,”
‘Her waiting maid—onr dear but very
expensive friend Marie—whispered in
her ear three minutes before that the
time for Melinoff's linle visit was to be
1 o'clock.”
“But now? Knox exclaimed. "And
rht—afterward 3"
k his head “An af-
fa v 1 a sleeping powder.”
he remarked. “"She will not wake. until
midday and the luncheon is at the Man-
sion House at 1 o'clock.™

D

t explained.

De Brinault and Knox met early

evemng by appmintment at the kL
tub, T ult entered, carry
ening  paper. Knox was already
n The face of the former was
smiles “My friend" he
you have read? In Paris

jubilant; on the continent
i, in his <peech this mar
Mansion House—at the ve
here was stated thar

be presemt—reaffirmed, as it
had never heen affirmed before, the un-
changing alliance ween France and
Russia he Triple Entente. He

it he

.

T

spoke { 15 country and declared that
no bril 1y trom any other na-
tion couildg o =

Knox ran bell for a waiter.
“Two cocktai ordered—Martini—

dry.




